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dividing his time between algebra and quatrains upon the de-
lights of love and the beauties of old red wine, is a phenomenon
of such rare occurrence that only a civilization both wise and
mellow would have tolerated his presence in the hallowed halls
of pedagogy.
To-day's interest, however, in Persia is of a more prosaic nature.
The country has oil, and that is about the worst thing that could
possibly happen to a nation too weak to defend its own interests.
Theoretically speaking, the natives of any given place are sup-
posed to be the chief beneficiaries of the treasures that lie hidden
beneath their ancestral graveyards. In practice it works out dif-
ferently. A few of the Shah's intimate friends in far-away
Teheran grow rich from granting concessions, and several thou-
sand men and women living near the wells may find occasional
employment at pretty meagre wages. But the rest goes to the
foreign investor who thinks Persia is the name of a rug or a cat.
Unfortunately, Persia seems to be one of those countries which
will always be poor and badly administered. Its geographical
situation is very litde of a blessing and very much of a curse. It
is a desert, but when a desert is situated on the main road, which
in turn is part of a land bridge connecting two of the most im-
portant parts of the world, then that desert will for ever be a
batdefield and a bone of contention between opposing interests.
And what I have just said of Persia holds true of this entire
western part of Asia.
The final highlands in the chain of plateaux that run all the
way from Pamir to the Mediterranean are Armenia and Asia
Minor. Armenia, the westward continuation of the great plat-
form of Iran, is a very old land, old in the formation of its vol-
canic soil and old in the suffering of its people. It is another
bridge country. Whosoever wanted to wander from Europe to
India had to pass through the valleys of the high Kurdistan
mountains, and among those travellers have been some of the
most iKrtorious cut-throats of all time. Its history goes back to
the days of the Deluge. It was on the top of Mount Ararat, the
highest mountain of this entire region, which rises nearly 17,000